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Thorns 


Author's Notes: 
Slaxl isn't my top GnR ship but | get it and | do like it! 


This is a very short oneshot 


At long last, Pelle and Øystein had the house to themselves again. Their bandmates had been distant over the 
past few months, for obvious reasons. But at the beginning of July they had returned to the cabin. For the 
past few weeks the unlikely couple had endured late right parties and unwanted guests. They should have 
enjoyed the company and been glad to break their long isolation, but deep down, both of them wanted nothing 
more than to be alone once more. In the past year, their lives had changed more than either of them could 
ever have imagined. In the heart of winter, they had formed a bond that could never be broken. And now that 


summer had arrived at last, it seemed like all their long-forgotten suffering was worth it. 


They didn't go to town for supplies very often, but today they had no choice. Bags of groceries were crammed 
into the small backseat of the beat up old car. They came home to an empty driveway for the first time in 
weeks. They looked at each other, each brimming over with excitement and relief. They didn't have to be 


ashamed any more. There would be no more snide remarks, no more prying eyes and nosy questions about 


Dead's unusual condition. 


And most importantly, Euronymous was free to tease Dead once more. "Think you'll ever be able to live this 


down?" Euro reached over to the passenger seat and gave Dead's swollen belly an affectionate pat. 


‘Its your fault I'm like this, you know," Dead grumbled. He brushed a strand of golden hair away from his face 


and stared out the window. 


"Stop whining and help me carry these bags inside." Euro gestured to the mess of groceries in the back. "You'll 


feel better once you eat." 


Pelle stared at him with disbelief. It was incredible how inconsiderate his lover could be at times. "You want me 
to lift those heavy bags? Are you forgetting something?" The pale skin of his huge stomach was peeking out 
from under his shirt. His back ached so badly that feared he wouldn't be able to get up out of the car, let 


alone carry bags brimming over with food. 
"Well? Are you going to help or what?" 


Anger was boiling up in his chest. "You know | can't carry them, Øystein. The baby could come any day now." 
As if the embarrassment of his condition wasn't enough, he couldn't even help with basic chores. He was 


beginning to feel like an invalid. 


Cruel laughter rang through the car, and the smaller man finally opened the door and got out. "You know l'm 
kidding, right? The hormones must really be getting to you." Euro slung the bags under his arms, lugging them 
over to the porch. It took a few trips to unload everything from the car. 


Dead was still planted in the passenger seat with his arms crossed, fuming. Inside his belly, their child must 
have sensed his anger. He felt a kick against his insides as the baby stirred. He lifted his shirt, placing a hand 
on his gigantic bump and rubbing it gently to soothe the child. Letting out a long sigh, he finally felt relaxation 


wash over him. There was something about the feeling of life stirring with him that made him calm down. 


Like a true gentleman, Euro opened the door for his companion and reached out his hand. "Come on, you can't 
sit out here all day." Dead took his hand and staggered to his feet. At this point in the pregnancy, even simple 
tasks like walking had become a challenge. The two of them linked arms as Euro led him slowly towards the 


door. 


"| don't feel so great... I'm going to lie down for a while.” The bags under his eyes and lack of color on his 


cheeks made it clear that he wasn't lying. Euro unlocked the door and began hauling the groceries inside. 


"Are you sure you don't want some food? There's a lot here. Remember, you're eating for two" Euro grinned, 


but Dead was tired of hearing that old cliché. 


"Not now." He let out a groan "I need to get some rest." He sensed Euro's gaze on his bulging belly, but he 


couldn't blame him for staring. His frail, skinny frame was not well-equipped to carry a child. The constant 
backaches and exhaustion were getting the best of him. 


Fine, whatever. Give me a few minutes, I'll be in. Let me put all this shit away first” 


Somehow, Dead managed to drag himself into the bedroom the two of them shared. He wandered over to the 
record player, debating whether or not he should put some music on to help him sleep. The baby often kept 
him up with his incessant kicking, making it nearly impossible to get some proper rest. With a sigh he slumped 
down on the bed, positioning himself carefully to avoid putting too much weight on his bump. 


He twirled a finger through his blonde hair, staring at the ceiling. He soon found himself daydreaming about 
what color his child's hair would be. Would they have soft golden locks like him, or a stringy brown mop like 
Euro? He truly hoped it would be the former. Would they be tall like him, or .. A swift kick to his insides 
snapped him back to reality. Maybe the hormones really were getting the best of him. A wave of 


embarrassment washed over him, even though there was no one around to see him in his pathetic state. 


Here he was, fantasizing about some parasite that had done nothing but make his life miserable for the past 
eight months. His once-flat stomach had become distended and stretched as the baby grew. His emotions had 
become volatile and unpredictable, and more than a few times he had broken down into crying fits over nothing 
at all. Worst of all was the morning sickness, which had plagued him nearly every day for two months at the 
beginning. To his great relief, it had finally passed. But he was still plagued by revolting waves of nausea now 
and then But nothing was worse than the uncertainty and anxiety about the coming weeks. 


As the child stirred more often with each passing day, and his already-huge belly grew to be nearly the size 
of a watermelon, he knew his suffering was almost over. His weakened body couldn't take much more. But still, 
he was filled with anxiety about the inevitable pain at the end. Would he be able to endure the pain of giving 
birth, or would it cripple him? More importantly, would he be a good father? In his lifetime he had known his 
share of pain, and that was something he could stand. But the thought of disappointing the fragile, tiny 


creature that grew inside him.. It was too much. To his dismay, he had grown to care for the parasite inside. 


Just as his thoughts began to spiral out of control, Euro came to the rescue. He appeared in the doorway 
carrying a plate stacked with food Dead's anxiety quickly turned to delight, and he sat up slowly. His bump was 
a huge inconvenience when it came to sitting comfortably. He leaned back against the headboard, placing a hand 
on his stomach, as if to reassure the child that their hunger would be satiated soon It was an odd feeling, 
sharing his body with this tiny human. Pregnancy had its share of discomfort and uncertainty, but Dead 
realized that there was nothing in this world that could compare to the feeling of human life forming inside 
him. 


Lost in daydreams, it took Euro waving a piece of chocolate in front of his face to wake him from the trance. 
He snatched it with hunger, peeling back the wrapper and shoving it into his mouth. 


"Don't eat too much... You're huge enough as it is." Euro pulled up Dead's shirt invasively, pinching at his soft 


belly with a smirk. 


Pelle grudgingly reached for a handful of chips. "You're the one that told me to eat, remember?" 
"Don't be such a prick. You know l'm kidding. Why are you so uptight lately?" 


Dead gazed enviously at Euro's thin body, wanting nothing more than to lash out in anger. It wasn't fair. There 
he was, thin as a stick figure and in no pain whatsoever. He'd gotten nothing but pleasure out of the whole 


ordeal. And he still had the nerve to make fun of him all the time. 


"You'd be uptight too if you felt like your stomach was about to burst open any second" As if to emphasize 
the point, the baby kicked roughly into his flesh. Dead was surprised by the force. Usually the movements felt 
like a faint fluttering in his womb, but this time, it felt like something was stomping on his innards. He closed 
his eyes and pushed the plate of food aside, laying his head back on the pillow. 


Some strange sympathy came over Euro, and he placed a hand on Dead's gigantic bump. It rested there gently, 
enticed by the sensation of the baby kicking through layers of flesh. They looked at each other in a moment of 
silence. 


"I know you've been through a lot, okay? And I'm nervous too. | think about it all the time." 


Finding comfort in his touch, Dead leaned against his partner, resting his head on his shoulder. He had a dreamy 
gaze in his eyes when he looked over at Euro. "Me too. | don't have a choice." 


Euro held back a laugh, enjoying the feeling of Dead cuddling up against him. He savored the squishy feeling of 
his huge belly. It was strange to think his partner's body had changed so much because of him. As he felt the 
bulging softness against his side, he couldn't help but feel his arousal building. 

"What's it feel like?" He murmured. "Being so .. full." 

‘Sometimes it's like I'll never be sad again, and other times it feels like my gut is full of thorns." 

Euro's curiosity was piqued by that answer. "Thorns? What do you mean?" 

"It feels good, but it hurts. | like being so full .. OF you. | always have. You know that" 

"Yeah... | like seeing you like this." Something about Dead's pregnancy made Euro feel like he really, truly 
belonged to him. "It makes me feel like | own you." He brushed Dead's hair back and kissed him softly on the 
forehead. 

"You do." Euro soon realized that Dead's belly wasn't the only thing that was bulging out. An enticing stiffness 


prodded into his leg, and his partner let out a groan as Euro reached down his pants. A purr of content 


escaped his lips as Euro stroked his rapidly growing cock. 


Dead whimpered a plea for relief, knowing deep down that Euro had no sympathy. "This time .. Can you finish 
me without going inside? I'm still so sore from last night. And you're always so rough.. | don't want to hurt the 


baby." 


‘Not a chance." Euro smiled, freeing Dead's length from his zipper. "You know | get to have you whenever | 
want. That was our deal, remember?" He undid his own belt and was quick to remove his pants, but as usual, 


he kept his boxers on. 


Dead didn't have the strength to argue with his master. "It's a good pain. But you have to be gentle.. Not 
nearly as rough as last night" Surrendering, he wriggled out of his pants so Euro could have better access. It 
was so hard to get comfortable, and no matter which way he turned, his belly seemed to get in the way of 


their pleasure. 


Growing frustrated, Euro gave up on stroking Dead. He didn't want to bring him too close to the edge. He held 
his head against his chest, reveling in the electrifying sensation of their skin pressed together. They kissed 
with passion that had been held back far too long. 


‘| want you to show you deserve to own me.." 

"Then lay on your back" 

Surprised, Dead looked up at him. He was almost ready to get on his knees like he usually did. It was the most 
submissive, vulnerable position And like a good pet, he knew Euro expected him to be ready to receive. "You 
want me ... on my back?" 

"Yeah. Before | change my mind” 

Obediently, Dead pulled away and laid his head back on the soft embrace of the pillow. As he spread his legs, 
Euro climbed on top of him hungrily. They grinded against each other with longing, and Euro was careful not to 
rest too much weight on his precious bump. 

‘lm going to look into your eyes when we fuck.. But just this once." 

Dead felt like he was going to come right then and there from the filthy words Euro whispered to him. He 
couldn't wait to feel his thick, bulging cock pressed against him once more. But the warmth of his master's 
embrace gave him so much pleasure.. He devoured Euro's tongue, longing to be consumed and surrender 


himself fully to him. 


"Will you be able to fit it in like this?" He was so used to being on his knees that this new position was foreign 


to him. 


"Yeah. Just put your legs up.. Lean back. Yeah.." Euro's words trailed off as he became distracted by the sight 
of his pet curling up, displaying himself fully for him to use. 


Dead tried as hard as he could to give Euro easy access, but it was so difficult with his huge belly in the way. 
It almost felt wrong to be doing this while he was so swollen with child. Since the beginning of his pregnancy, 
he always felt a shred of guilt from feeling carnal pleasure as his child grew inside. But the shame was gone, 
and he wanted nothing more than to be penetrated and consumed. 


As he felt the head of Euro's cock sinking in, Dead let out a loud moan. They stared into each other's eyes the 
entire time. Euro leaned over the curves of Dead's body so he could taste his lips. He longed to feel their 
Tongues intertwine as he penetrated his toy. 


The first time they pleasured each other, it was a struggle to fit the entire length inside Dead's tightness. But 
after all these lustful months, Euro's cock slid inside with ease. This was the result of nearly a year of hard 


work and training. 


His shaft disappeared inside of Dead, and he gave up on trying to kiss him as they made love. It was impossible 
to lean over his swollen belly. Instead, he spread his legs and thrusted gently inside. 


"I can't believe .. How easy it goes in now." Dead gasped, his eyes clenched shut with lust. "It used to hurt so 


much..." But now there was nothing but pure pleasure with no remorse. 


It means | trained you well" Euro grunted, fighting the urge to tear into Dead with everything he had. He 
promised his pet that he would be gentle, and he didn't intend to break it. 


Euro loved the sight of his entire length disappearing inside of Dead, over and over again. It was incredible how 
much progress he made. Their eyes met once again, and suddenly the enormity of the situation seemed to hit 
both of them at once. It was then they realized that they were far more than fuck buddies, like they initially 

thought. They were going to be fathers together.. They were in this for life. 


Euro reached for Dead's stiff member, gripping it in his hand. As he pumped into him, he made sure not to be 
selfish. He wanted his partner to feel just as much pleasure as he felt. And by the look of ecstasy on Dead's 
face, it was clear that he did. He couldn't resist his cock being stimulated when he was so delightfully full.. 


The romance soon faded as Euro realized how vulnerable Dead really was. In that moment, he knew he could do 
anything he wanted to his partner without consequence. And he wasn't the type who could resist a bit of 


sadism. 


‘| want you on your knees... So | can make sure we don't waste a drop of my cum. Every drop of it needs to 


be in you.” 


"What?" Dead was surprised by the sharp, sudden change in attitude. "I thought you wanted to look into my 


eyes...” 


"I looked long enough. Now get on your knees and stop complaining.” Euro slid out of him, leaving his poor, 


tender hole longing to be filled again. 


Dead had no choice but to obey. He was far too lost in the depths of lust to fight the will of his master. He 
groaned, missing the sensation of Euro buried inside him already. As usual, his bulging stomach was an 
obstacle. He moved extremely slowly, being careful not to put too much weight on his belly as he braced 


himself against the headboard. 


He moaned with ecstasy when Euro pushed back of him. In that moment, he wished he would never leave. He 
wouldn't mind if their skin was fused together forever, as long as he could savor that incredible sensation of 
being filled to the brim. In the back of his mind, he was worried about hurting the baby by resting too much 
weight on his belly. But he was losing himself in each delightful thrust. 


"| can't wait .. to feel you fill me again" 
Euro snorted. "H's no wonder you're knocked up. You really can't resist my cum, can you?" 
"N-no... Please... You know | can't." 


Dead clenched at him with longing, looking back over his shoulder to see Euro admiring the thrilling sight of 
Dead taking his entire length. "Beg for it, then" 


"Noooo.. Don't make me beg.. | need it” He felt his own orgasm building up. his pleasure threatened to betray 
him at any moment. He wanted nothing more than to finish at the same time as his lover, but Euro was 


making it so hard. 
"Beg for it" Euro grunted. "Tell me how much you need me to fill you." 


Dead reached down to stimulate himself, unable to hold back any longer. "I need you to ... to .." He moaned 


loudly. "| need to feel your ..” 


It was too late. Both of them had gone over the edge at once. Euro wrapped an arm around Dead's huge, 
pregnant belly, pulling him sinfully close as he pumped him full of his seed. Dead's own peak came at the same 
moment. Ribbons of pleasure spilled out of him as he rubbed himself. He was completely consumed by the 
sensation of being violated and owned. On the inside, he was completely raw and filled with Euro's essence. It 
was exactly what he needed. They hadn't looked into each other's eyes the whole time, but they had reached 


the moment of ultimate pleasure at exactly the same second, and that was far more exciting. 


When Euro finally pulled out of him, Dead felt like thorns were scraping against his insides. So much for being 
gentle. He hadn't felt so sore since the first time they made love, nearly a year ago. How had their romantic, 
delicate union turned so brutal? It didn't matter. All that mattered was the warm, wet feeling of content deep 


inside his belly. 


They embraced each other silently, and as Euro's head rested against his chest lovingly, Dead realized that 


they didn't need to look into each other's eyes to express the deep passion he craved. He felt closer to his 
master than he had in a long, long time. An hour passed in what seemed like minutes, and they did nothing but 
hold each other and trace unspoken words into each other's skin with trembling fingers. 


Dead felt his child stir within him, and he gently grabbed Euro's wrist. "Put your hand here.." His fingers 
rested upon Dead's bump. To the delight of both of them, the baby was wriggling all over. It was easy for 
Euro to feel his movements through Dead's belly. 

‘It won't be long ‘til the baby comes... | can feel it" 

"By the way its moving, are you sure it isn't trying to rip its way out of you?" Euro laughed weakly, but it 
was obvious that he was awe-struck by the life they had created together. 

For a long time they savored the comfort, and nearly drifted off to sleep locked in each other's arms. Dead 
wondered how two people so misguided and evil could create something as beautiful as a tiny human being. 


Euro didn't understand the emotion as well, but deep in his heart he wondered the same thing. 


"Want to know something weird?" Dead's voice was weak and sleepy, and both their hands still rested on his 
stomach. The baby had finally calmed down, and only gave a weak kick from time to time. 


"What?" Euro brushed his lips against Dead's neck, tasting his decadent flesh. 


"When all this is over, | think | might miss being pregnant." 


